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biting, and Emile shook his head sadly, bemoaning our bad
management in getting away so late.
It was still very early and M. Calimbre decided to take
me on an off-the-record-excursion to fill in the rest of the
morning. Sails were rigged and, with a spanking breeze to-
fill them out and boost up the engine, we set a course for
the mouth of a mangrove-lined river, which we followed,
along to where a thatched-roof shed and primitive wharf,
served by trolley lines, denoted some form of industry. As.
we tied up at the shaky wharf, my host informed me that
we were about to visit the 'Franco' chrome mine—unique
in the world.
It was not very impressive looking. The plant consisted
of, a few ordinary tip-trolleys, and a grooved steel washing
table. The raw material was dark-coloured beach sand, which
seemed very much like any ordinary sand. But this was
different—it had tiny particles of chrome in it. Long scarfs
along the beach showed where fillets of sand had been taken
out, and M. Calimbre explained that it is simply shovelled
into the trucks and rolled along to the grooved washing
tables, where the chrome is separated from the sand by the
extraordinarily simple device of agitating the tables while
water flows over the top. The lighter sand is floated off,
leaving 55% pure chrome on the table.
There was a great heap of 3,000-odd tons of it standing
there, black and sparkling under the morning sun. My host
explained that many of the beaches in New Caledonia had a
high proportion of chrome in the sand, but in the majority
of cases iron was also present, and no satisfactory method
had been evolved to separate the iron from the chrome. The
surprising and remarkable thing is, that as fast as the sand is
dug out and treated, the sea washes more up again. There
seems an inexhaustible supply of this precious chromite along
New Caledonia's beaches, waiting to be picked up.
Back at the island kingdom we still had an hour to fill in
before lunch, and this hour was profitably employed by Emile
and his staff in dealing with our morning's catch. I felt a
little less ashamed of my unsporting fishing when I knew

